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Wake me up 


Author's Notes: 
Read and Review Please! 


"Slash, Slash!" | sit bolt upright in bed and immediately turn to my left. Erin. 


| took her on tour with us because | can't imagine leaving her behind in LA. They guys and | have our own 
private jet for this part of the tour so that we can get places faster and stay a few days. Sometimes Axl 
flies with us and sometimes he doesn't. He has his own personal entourage this time around which includes his 
brother and sister and other people | don't know and his own personal jet and bus. The whole band is still 
pretty ticked off at him and not just because of Erin It was a band decision but Axl was the one who 
advocated for it the loudest-we replaced Steven because his drug use had spiraled way out of control. It got 
so bad that he would just be sitting up there drumming away and we had no idea what he was playing. We 
tried to put him through rehab over and over and he kept running away. Even after our friend Todd died in 
London a few years ago he didn't stop. None of us stopped byt Steven got worse. Steven's been my friend 
since childhood and | feel terrible about kicking him out but we couldn't tour with a drummer that couldn't play 


our songs! So we hired Matt Sorum to replace him and he's awesome. But he's not Steven; that's how it goes | 


guess. Anyway, there are four rooms on the back of this plane and this time around we all have our own 


room. 


| turn to Erin who is tossing and turning and calling for me in her sleep. It's been a few months but her 
nightmares haven't stopped. She doesn't get them as often they still come. They've been really bad since last 
week though when she decided to go on tour with us. | know she's worried about having to be anywhere close 
to Axl but she doesn't want to stay home by herself and she didn't want to go stay with any of her friends 
or family. l'm glad she's with me but | hate that she's so freaked out about it. There's no way | could have 
left her in LA anyway, it would have been agony for me. | reach over and pull her halfway into my lap. This 
wakes her up enough to realize that whatever horrible thing was happening in her nightmare isn't real. 


"Saul?" she asks still almost panicked; sleepily reaching out for my hair, my chest, anything to reassure herself 
| am there. 


"Yeah, it's me. I've got you, its ok babygirl, you're ok" | tell her moving her up and into my arms more. She 
wraps her arms around my neck and | stroke her hair holding her tight against my chest. | talk to her a little 
more calming her down. Finally she relaxes and there are no more tears on her cheeks. | hold her until she 
goes back to sleep and then | get up and let myself out into the hallway. | stumble up the corridor of the plane 
rubbing the sleep from my eyes and go to sit down in the lounge at the front. | expect to be alone but Izzy 
and Matt are up playing cards and drinking. 

"What are you doing up man?" asks Matt looking at my disheveled shirtless state and laughing a little. 

"Erin," | answer flopping down in an empty seat at the card table. Izzy looks up at me. 

"Nightmares?" he says as he puts down two cards and draws another two from the deck. 

"Yeah," | answer. "Not so bad this time though; quieter anyway. | think she'll sleep now." 


"Getting any better?" Izzy asks. 


"Yeah, its better, but you never know what's coming at night. I've just been trying to roll with it. This week is 
bad though with Axl not being that far away. l'm so fucking tired but | can't sleep yet, I'm too wound up." 


"You're good to her Saul," Matt says folding the hand he was playing with Izzy. "She's good for you too, she 
brings you out of your 

shell a little." 

"Thanks," | say and | know l'm blushing hiding behind my hair and | smile and look at the ground. 


Izzy laughs. "He's right man, look how she makes you smile and turn redl " 


"Shut up fucker!" | say joking with him and punching his arm. He just laughs and dodges. 


‘Its true, and she's not the same girl we knew for years either. She NEVER smiled, not a real smile and now 
look at her. When she looks at you her whole face lights up!" Izzy tells me. | blush again and shrug and | know | 


have a huge smile plastered across my face as well. 

"I hope so," | think because she lights up my whole world. 

"What are you gonna do when we get to Rio? 

You think Axl will stay away? Izzy asks lighting up two cigarettes and handing me one. 


"| don't know," | tell him. | really don't know. | never have any idea what that fucker is going to do. Every time | 
think | do he does exactly the opposite so I've stopped trying to figure it out. | just want him to stay the hell 
away from Erin. | know the touring makes that hard but the record company has pretty much given in to 
everything we asked for. We're their major money maker, if we ask for two planes and two buses they just 
say sure and it's ours. | offered to pay for part of it but they said no. Its weird to be able to make that 
offer. Five years ago we were living more or less on the street. Now | can pretty much have anything money 
can buy but money can't fix Erin, it can't stop the fact that the guys in my band have decided that they hate 
the singer, it couldn't fix Steven's drug problem. It sure as hell hasn't fixed mine and Izzy's need for heroin, | 


think it's made it even worse. 


"She's worried about running into Axl and she won't really say anything but she's not sleeping very well. Her 
doctor gave her some kind of sleeping pill and it works but it doesn't stop her from dreaming and it doesn't 
make her stop waking herself up. She just goes back to sleep faster. | fucking hate it when she won't talk to 
me though," | say quietly. | take a drag off the cigarette and Matt deals me into the card game. 


"You know she just doesn't want to worry you man," Izzy says. "She told Annica you have enough other stuff 
to worry about with the tour starting she doesn't want to put anything else on you." 


"Yeah | know," | sigh raking my hair out of my face. " | just don't know how to make anything better if she 
won't tell me what she's thinking. Fuck. | don't know how to make it better anyway." 


"Just keep doing what you're doing, she is getting better. So are you, you come out of your house and you're 
not taking pictures of little men on your curtain rods that aren't there," Izzy tells, suddenly serious. | sigh and 


slump my shoulders. 
"When was the last time you slept through the night?" Matt asks. | shrug. 


"| don't know. | don't anyway." | tell him. "Thats why l'm playing cards with you fuckers," | tease him trying to 
lighten the mood. "Want another drink?" | ask getting up to get one out from the bar beside the bolted down 
couch. They both take one and we start to play. Good thing we're not playing for money because my hand 


sucks. 


"Security will watch her though right?" Matt asks. 


"Yeah, | feel better about that then leaving her at home," | answer. 


"Like you would leave her anyway," Izzy says. "You and Duff are both so in love it's disgusting," he says 
jokingly. Duff's new girlfriend Linda is also going on tour with us. 


"Like you and Annica aren't," | say back to him. "I don't know who you like more half the time though, her or 
your stupid dog!" He laughs. 


‘I'm not always sure either, the dog doesn’t argue with me!" he tells us. | just about spit out my drink. Matt 
just rolls his eyes. 


"This is supposed to be a rock and roll band you two; you're supposed to be single and fucking groupies!" Matt 
says. 


"That's your job!" | tell him. "Besides, | already fucked every groupie there is!" 

"Yeah we've all heard about your big dick," Matt says. 

"Do we have to talk about his dick? Izzy asks blowing a cloud of smoke towards me. 

"You're just jealous!" | tease him 

"Nah, if you fucked every groupie there is then | fucked them twice, nothing to be jealous of," he says and 
lays out his cards winning the game. Matt deals us another hand and | start on my second drink when | hear 


Erin cry out again. | jump and almost drop the glass in my hand. 


"She's ok," Izzy says seeing the fear flash across my face when | hear her scream. "She's safe, she's just 
dreaming man. 


"I know," | say getting up. "I just .." 


"Yeah | know," he says. "I was there. Go to her." | can see Matt wondering what the hell exactly he means by 
that but he doesn't ask. | down the rest of my drink in one gulp and walk back down the hallway to my room. 


Don\'t You Cry Tonight 


Author's Notes: 
Read and Review | live off of reviews! 


Erin's still asleep and she's curled up into a ball with her arms up around her head like she's trying to avoid 
getting hit. | sit on the bed and reach over and try to wake her up. The pills are making her sleep deeper and 
its harder to wake her than it used to be. After a minute though she whimpers and opens her eyes and looks 
around. The look on her face is one of pure terror and she doesn't move, the adrenaline from the dream still 


coursing through her. 


"Erin", | whisper to her running my hand down her arm. The look in her eyes changes a little and she doesn't 
look so afraid anymore but she still doesn't move. | hate this. | hate watching her like this. It shouldn't be like 
this for her. | lay down next to her and pull her into me. "Its ok baby, you're ok," | whisper to her. | feel her 
body start to relax and she moves her arms down from around her head and | hear a tiny whimper, she's still 
almost mute with terror. "Its ok Erin, you're safe. Nothing's going to hurt you," | tell her. Her hand moves 


down over mine and grips it. 

"Slash," she whispers. 

"Yeah, I'm here, I've got you." She finally relaxes, realizing where she is and | sit up and pull her onto my lap. 
She leans into me and | can feel that she's still shaking. | pull her closer to me and hold her tight to my chest 
and stroke her hair. She still doesn't say anything. | haven't seen her this bad since that day in the closet and 
she's been like this for the whole week. "Nobody can hurt you now Erin," | whisper. "| won't let anybody hurt 
you, | promise.” 

"I'm sorry Saul," she whispers into my neck. 

"For what?" | ask her pulling back to look down at her. 


"For all of this. For waking you up 3 times a night, for being so needy, just for everything.” 


"No, Erin, you don't have anything to be sorry for." She just shakes her head and | can feel her start to cry. 


Erin\'s POV: Nm So Glad | was Only Dreaming 


Author's Notes: 
Read and Review! 


Erin's POV: 


"Where the fuck have you been bitch?!" A hand slams into my cheek, the rings on it feel like fire that's 
branded me. Blood is running down to my chin in a warm stream. Before | can even react a fist slams into my 


stomach and | double over and there's more yelling, right in my face. 


"Where have you been? Where the fuck have you been for the past half hour?" A half an hour, | stayed and 
talked to another girl after the photo shoot today. A half an hour! | can't even answer, | can't breathe my 


lungs won't work, it hurts so much... 


Apparently not answering isn't acceptable because a hail of blows rain down on me and | pull my arms up over 
my head and curl up into a ball trying to keep most of them from my face and stomach. All | can think of is 
how much it hurts and not just physically but my heart is breaking. If | could talk | would tell him | love him 
and that | was sorry | was late and that | upset him. | know he worries, everyone always leaves him and | know 
he's terrified of it happening again If | could talk | would tell him | would never leave him and he doesn't ever 
have to worry about it because I'll always be here. But | can't talk because it hurts too much. Finally he stops 
punching me and looks right at me. 


"Don't ever do that to me again Erin," he growls. His green eyes are filled with so much anger and so much 


hurt. He stands up and leaves the room slamming the door behind him. 
All| can think is "I won't Axl. | won't hurt you again" 


Somebody's shaking me, telling me to wake up. No one's yelling, the voice is quiet and soft. There's a hand on 
my arm; | flinch and pull my arms up around my head even tighter. There's a quiet humming noise in this 
room, like an engine. It's not completely dark but there's only a little light, in fact there are tiny, dim lights 
running along the floor. Where am |? Axl was screaming at me why is he being so quiet now? | remember the 


pain but | realize l'm not in pain right now. Where am |? 


l'm afraid to move, l'm afraid I'll get hit in the face or the stomach again. I'm not going to be able to work for 
weeks as it is and then money will run low and Axl will be even angrier and god my brain feels so fuzzy am | 
going to black out again? That's happened before when he hit me really hard in the head. He has rings on so 
maybe. 


The voice speaks to me again, saying my name and then | feel a body wrapping around me, arms pulling tight 


against them. "No, no, no!” my mind screams. | don't want him to touch me after hitting me. Thats what he 
does every time he hits me and then he'll come back later and tell me he's so sorry and he'll hold me and cry 
and everything will be ok for a while but he'll expect me to sleep with him and | know | had better not say 
anything but yes if | don't want to set him off again. | hate it but | love him so | always forgive him. | always 
tell him its ok. | dont move my arms from around my head yet though. | don't trust him to not hit me again 


The voice behind me tells me tells me it's ok, that I'm safe. That's not Axl, his voice would never be that quiet, 
even if he wasn't angry. He would also never tell me it's going to be ok; he would want me to tell him that. My 
foggy head realizes the person behind me is bigger than Axl should be too and they smell different. Whiskey 
and leather and aftershave..Slash. Then | realize | am ok, I've been dreaming again. "Slash," | whisper and move 
my arms away from my face and | reach down and put my hand over his. 

‘Its ok baby," he tells me "I've got you." Then | know where | am and that I'm safe. | relax a little and | feel the 
fear subside and | stretch my legs out. Saul sits up and pulls me onto his lap in one effortless motion. | move 
so that | can lean my head on his shoulder. God | love the way he smells. That smell means I'm safe. It means 
somebody loves me that doesn't hurt me. It means | won't spend the night putting an ice pack on my face and 
having sex with someone begging me to forgive them for busting my cheek open. The thought makes me sick 
to my stomach and | feel another wave of fear wash over me and | start shaking. Maybe | was already 
shaking. | don't know my head feels so foggy from the sleeping pills the doctor gave me. Slash's arms tighten 


around me and his hand moves up and runs through my hair. 


"Nobody can hurt you now," he whispers in my ear. " | won't let anybody hurt you | promise." He won't either. | 
know he won't. He won't let Axl or anyone else hurt me. I'm so glad | was only dreaming and Axl really isn't 
here with me. 


The thought makes me feel guilty though because of what's happened to the band since then Axl's on his own 
plane, his own bus, Steven's not even here anymore, Slash is up with me three times or more a night. He's 
always patient, he never complains, he sits up with me every night and comforts me. He never leaves me to 


deal with the dreams on my own, not once, not ever. 
Every night he holds me and runs his hands through my hair and whispers to me until | calm down. | know 
he's so tired and he's using again and | can tell he's been drinking tonight all because he doesn't know how to 


deal with all of this. Neither do |. Guilt soars through me and | feel a sob welling up inside me. 


"l'm sorry Saul," | tell him. He pulls back from me a little and | can see those beautiful brown eyes looking down 


at me through the curtain of black hair over his face. 

"For what?" he asks. 

"For all of this, for being so needy, just for everything," | tell him. | can't stop the tears that come rushing 
into my eyes. | am sorry, he deserves so much more than this crap. l'm killing him, slowly maybe and he'll 


never admit it but | know | am. 


"No Erin," he whispers and kisses the top of my head. "You don't have anything to be sorry for." 


| can't answer him. | was just dreaming about how | loved someone else even though they treated me so much 
worse than this. | told Axl | would never leave him and | did. Inside | can't help but wonder if Saul will do the 
same thing one day. That thought makes me feel even more ashamed because he's never done anything to 
make me wonder any of this; it's all me. My throat closes up and | can't talk. | just shake my head and cry. 
He's probably so tired of me crying. More guilt. More tears. | can feel him shift to look at me again and | can 
feel him worrying because | won't talk to him but | just can't. | don't know what to say anyway. 

"Why won't you talk to me?" he asks quietly. | look down and away and he reaches down and pulls my chin up 
to look at him. Those eyes are searching mine, pleading with me. God that hurts worse. "Every time | ask you 
what you're thinking or feeling this week you look away, | don't know what to do for you when you do that, | 
don't know how to help you. Please babygirl, talk to me." 


‘lm killing you," | manage to whisper. The corner of his mouth crooks up into a small smile and | can see what 


looks like relief flash though his eyes. 


"No you're not," he tells me and he's looking right at me when he says that and he smiles that little smile at 
me again and | know | am killing him but he doesn’t care. He loves me anyway. He leans down and gives me one 
of those soft kisses that make my stomach flip over and looks back into my eyes and l'm lost. All the 

grogginess fades away and all l'm aware of is him. l'm so in love with him but | don't understand why he loves 


me the way he does. | just nod because | still can't talk but now it's for an entirely different reason 


Slash\'s POV: There\'s a Wicked Gleam in Her Eyes 


Author's Notes: 
Review review reveiw.. 


Slash's POV: 


She just looks up at me with those huge blue eyes when | kiss her and she doesn't say anything but she stops 
crying. "You're not killing me, understand? I'm not dying. l'm fine, ok?" | whisper to her. She nods at me, her 

eyes still wide but there's no fear in her eyes now. | lean down and kiss her again and this time she kisses me 
back. My heart leaps up into my throat and | can't stop the smile that spreads across my face. She looks back 


up at me and asks 

"What are you smiling at?" 

"You," | tell her. She smiles a little and looks down self consciously . 

"Why are you smiling at me?" she asks raising her eyes back to mine. 
"Because you're beautiful," | whisper back to her. 

"l'm a mess," she answers. "I've been sleeping, I've been crying, l'm a disaster" 


"You're still the most beautiful thing I've ever seen" | tell her and it's true. She's beautiful no matter what. 
She smiles at me and pulls me back down to kiss her again. She moves her hand up into my hair and kisses me 
harder, her other hand moving over my chest. | can feel myself getting hard and she's on my lap so I'm sure 
she can feel it too. | don't think this is what she wants tonight and | break off the kiss. "We should stop now," | 
tell her putting my hand over the one she has on my chest. She looks up at me again and her eyes have a 
wicked gleam in them. 

‘| don't want you to stop," she tells me. Is this really the same girl who was crying a few minutes ago? | start 
to say something back to her and she puts her finger on my lips. "Please don't stop Saul," she pleads and 
grinds her hips into me. 


"Where did that come from?" | ask her pulling her into me. 
"You kissed me," she says pulling her hand away from mine and moving it down my body. 
"Remind me to do that more often," | say as her hand reaches the waist band of my shorts. She pulls me 


back down to her lips and moves her hand under the elastic at my waist and onto me and | can't help but 


groan. | feel her smile and she wraps her hand around my dick and moves her fingers up and over the head. 


"Still want to stop?" she whispers in my ear, teasing me. 


"Fuck no," | growl back at her. She moves off my lap pulling my shorts off as she goes. | sit up and reach for 
her but she slides away and out of her clothes before moving back on top of me. She leans back down to kiss 
me again and | can feel her rubbing against me. | move my hands up to cup her breasts and she arches back 
against my fingers and | hear her suck in her breath. Shit | want to be inside of her so fucking bad but I'm 
not rushing it. 


| move my lips down to her neck and she tangles her hands into my hair and moans a little bit. | kiss down the 
front of her chest between her breasts running one hand up her back and one into her hair. My lips and 
fingers find her nipples and her nails dig into my shoulders and her breathing picks up. | slide one hand down 
between her legs while | keep my mouth on her breasts and she's so wet. She cries out when | run my thumb 
over her clit and | look up at her. Her eyes are closed and she's breathing heavily. | smear some of her 
wetness over my fingers and rub a slow circle on her clit. | watch her face as | do this and her eyes open 
wide and she pushes herself against my hand. She's going to come in a second, going rigid in my arms and 
holding her breath. | move and suck her other nipple into my lips and rub her clit just a little harder and the | 
feel her stomach muscles contract and she's coming as my hand continues to stroke her. She cries out and | 
look up and pull her closer to me "Shh," | whisper in her ear. She just groans into my shoulder and gradually | 
feel only the aftershocks shooting though her. God | love making her come, it's so easy too; her body's so 
responsive when | touch her. Sex with Erin beats the hell out of sex with groupies any day. Erin moves one of 
her hands between us and she runs her fingers over my cock and slides them down over my balls. Fuck. She 
hears me breathe in sharply and she smiles. God | love that smile. 


| have a second to think about that before | feel her move up so | can slide into her. | move my hands onto 
her hips to slow her down and its all | can do not to come right then She feels so good and she's so wet and 
so warm and so tight and just fucking amazing, just so perfect. The fact that she says my name when she 
lowers herself down onto me doesn't help. | grip her hips and keep her still for a minute before | lose it and 
she looks down at me smiling and biting her bottom lip. 


Erin\'s POV: Wild, Pleading Eyes 


Author's Notes: 
Review please! 


Erin's POV: 


Saul moves his hands up and onto my hips as | lower myself down onto him. Fuck I've never wanted someone 
so badly in my whole life. | try to tell him that but it gets lost somewhere around his name. | feel his 
breathing get ragged for a second and his hands tighten on my hips stopping me from moving. | look down at 
him and | can see him fighting for control of himself. | have to smile at the look on his face; it's somewhere 
between smiling and concentrating. He meets my eyes and | raise my eyebrows at him and he smiles at me. 


"Do you know how good you feel?" he asks me. 


"No but | know how good you feel," | tell him. The fact that he's huge never hurts either. He loosens his grip 
on my hips and | move, his hands setting a rhythm he can stand. He moans and moves his right hand to the 
back of my neck pulling me back down to his lips. His tongue slides into my mouth and | can't stop myself from 
whimpering against his mouth. Both of his hands are in my hair and | speed up my movements a little. He 
arches up against me gasping and then moves one hand to my lower back and pulls me tight against his waist 


and flips us over so that he's on top. | can tell he's still fighting for control which is why he turned us over. 
"Saul", | groan in his ear. 


"What?" he asks running his tongue over my ear and making me groan again. "I don't want to be done with this 


yet." He never stops moving inside me and | can feel myself tense up as the feeling starts to build 
"Yeah, but you're a tease," | tell him. 


"I don't have to be," he whispers and changes the angle of his thrusts. That's it. | totally lose myself in him 
and arch up to meet his body gripping the sheets in one hand and his arm in the other. He brings his mouth 
down onto mine just as the release hits and l'm groaning into his lips I'm guessing so the noise doesn't attract 


attention. We've managed to keep it fairly quiet until now and we're stuck in close quarters. 


He lets me go when it's over and laughs. "I told you | didn't have to be a tease," he says smiling, mercifully still 


for a moment. 


"Yeah, ok | believe you," | say weakly. How does he do that? It's so much better than anything I've had before. | 
asked him once, and he just laughed telling me it came from watching Izzy and Duff have sex in the same 
room; remind me to thank the two of them for that. He kisses me deeply and slowly begins to move inside of 


me again. He isn't teasing me now and he isn't holding back; | move my hips with his so that he moves deeper 


inside of me and he gasps a litle in surprise obviously enjoying the feeling. His eyes close for a second and he 
holds his breath. His arm moves down under my hips holding them up so he can keep pushing into me that 
way. He moves to change the angle just a little and | moan into his neck because he's found the sweet spot 


inside of me again and he knows it. 


"Come with me," he whispers. | look up at him and watch his eyes. | can tell he's almost there, his eyes are 
wild and almost pleading. | know mine have to look somewhat the same because whatever he's learned from 
Izzy and Duff is working and he's about to push me over the edge again. | hear him start to breathe faster 
and then he's groaning my name and he thrusts into me hard, pushing me to do what he asked and come with 
him. | feel my body contract around his and he grips me to him and | bury my cries in his neck. He's trying 
desperately hard to be quiet moaning into my shoulder and my hair, his arms locked tight around me. Finally 
his breathing slows and he looks up at me. His eyes are different, satisfied and relaxed and quiet. 


"I told you stopping was a bad idea," | say to him. He smirks at me and kisses my lips softly. 


" | wasn't arguing," he teases. "| just knew once it started | didn't want to be left with a hard on and nothing to 
do with it" 


"l'm sure your hands know what to do with it," | tease back. He moves his hands down my sides and tickles my 


stomach making me laugh. 


‘Mmm but they know what to do with you better," he says smiling at my laughter. | love that smile. 


| Love Your Smile 


Slash's POV: 
| love to hear her laugh. She's’ ticklish right above her hip bones and | run my fingers over her skin there and 
smile when she giggles. | make her squirm as she laughs, tickling her again and she grabs my wrists stopping 


me from doing it again. "Shh," admonishes me, "don't wake up Duff, he'll come in here and kick your ass." 


"Whatever," | tell her laughing, "he's probably not even asleep. He has Linda with him you know he's not 
sleeping! Speaking of not sleeping, do you want to get some breakfast when we get to Rio? We'll get to be there 
for a couple of days before we have to play and the first three days are ours! | don't know if we'll get to 


leave he hotel but we get to do whatever we want in theory. " 
"Sure, | know you're starving. You're always starving. | just want a shower!" she tells me with a smile. 


"You got it, one shower coming up, as soon as we get to a hotel..until then, can we back to sleep?" | ask her 


with a yawn. 


"| would love some real sleep," Erin says. | pull her over so her head's on my chest and settle down so we're 
both comfortable. Even after several months | have trouble leaving her to sleep on the other side of the bed. 
We may end up that way but part of me is still afraid I'll wake up and she'll be gone and it will all have been a 
dream so | try and hold on to her at night. 


We finally land and go right from the tarmac to limos that are waiting for us. The drive through Rio is 
amazing and sad. There are slums going up the hills right next to mansions owned by drug dealers and other 
successful businessmen. Duff is in the limo with me and two security guards, one of whom is specifically 
assigned to Erin He's a huge dark skinned guy named Pete and Erin is his charge through the whole tour. He's 
really friendly and I've known him for a while and he does not mess around which is why | got him to watch 
Erin. Axl won't get within 20 feet of her with Pete around. Pete will punt Axl like a football, all of his loud 
mouth antics don't phase Pete a bit. I've seen him pick Axl up and throw him over his shoulder like a sack of 
flour and carry him out to a car after he started a fight with a venue guard one night, | have no worries in 
the security department. 


Erin seems happy after last night, | was a little worried about why she wanted to have sex but | guess she 
just wanted to and that's fine with me. | don't want her to feel like she owes me anything, especially not that. 
Sex with her is amazing. It's only happened a few times but when it does it's like somebody lit a fire inside me. 
| look up at her and Linda who are standing up through the sun roof enjoying the warmth and the scenery 
much to the chagrin of the driver who wants them to sit down. Duff just rolls up the window between the 
driver and us when he says that. 


Duff looks good right now too. He's had to stop drinking because his pancreas exploded and almost killed him and 
he's been working to get into shape and he looks great. He and Mandi got divorced around the same time he 


got sick which didn't help his health but he seems happy to be on tour and totally happy with Linda which 
surprises me because it was fast but he really does seem ok. | must be smiling when I'm looking at Erin 
standing in the sun and thinking about last night because Duff punches me and says "Somebody got laid last 
night huh?" | turn around and punch him back. 


"Maybe, | tried to keep it down so you wouldn't get jealous!" | tease him. 
"Keep it down my ass, we could hear both of you, thin walls you know," he says smiling. 
"You weren't totally silent yourself," | laugh. 


"Does this mean I'm gonna have to hear that shit while I'm on duty?" Pete says laughing. "I've been a 
bodyguard to one of the five of you for the past four years and I'm forever having to listen to you people 
have sex and I've seen some weird shit too, | never know who the fuck is going to walk out of one of your 


rooms." 
"Probably, Duff's a noisy fucker!" 


"Hey man!" Duff protests. "| might be loud but Axl's the real noisy bastard” Duff realizes what he said too 


late and looks at me apologetically. 
"Just make sure Axl isn't even on my hallway ok?" | tell Pete. 


"Yeah that's cool," he reassures me. "At least with Adler not around | don't have to worry about a bunch of 
groupies OD'ing in the hallways. There were three in one week the last time you guys were on the road! Once | 
found him with his dick in the ice machine because he said it was bruised from fucking too much. That was 
the same morning | found you two passed out in the bathroom, Slash in the shower with the cold water on full 
blast and Duff you were up under the toilet with a purple arm from where you were laying on it and 3 chicks 
on top of you. What the hell went on that night? We just look at each other and shrug, smiling. | only 
remember waking up freezing to death in the cold shower with Pete yelling at all of us. It took Duff like five 
minutes to get himself out of the position he was in between the toilet and the counter. 

"You didn't give us any of that ice right? | ask him. 

"No, but | had to stop Izzy from taking a bucket of it back to his room. Once | told him why he didn't want it 
he hunted down Steven and dumped it on his head and told him ice machines weren't for freezing his meat in" 
Duff and | bust out laughing. | can just picture Izzy indignantly throwing ice on Steven and yelling about where 
he put his dick. | miss Steven but the Steven | knew before, not the Steven | knew just before we left. 


We turn into the hotel parking lot and the girls lower themselves into the car. "It's so beautiful here Saull" Erin 
exclaims. "Well parts of it, parts of it are terrible." 


"Yeah, there's kids running around in those slums right next to the road with no shoes,totally filthy, it's sad." 
Linda says. 


The car stops and our rather disgruntled driver opens the door. Pete gets out first and posts himself near us 
and then we all pile out. Bellhops are already dragging our luggage out of the car. Most of the guys still travel 
with the silver luggage that Aerosmith gave us. | bought Erin a set of hot pink luggage with black polka dots | 
found. | wanted her to have something nice to bring with us. It was also an excuse to give her a present and | 


can't find enough of those. Izzy's girlfriend Annica notices them and comes over tell Erin she likes them. 


"Nice luggage, she says, where did you get it?" Her voice is clipped a little with a trace of an accent. She's a 
Swedish model and she's so Izzy's type. Long legs, pretty eyes, a little bossy where he's quiet. 


Oh, Saul got it for me last week, it was a surprise!" Erin says happily. 

"Who would know Slash has good taste?" Annica laughs. "But it is really pretty.” 

"Thanks! Erin says and smiles. 

"You two want to go to the beach the day the boys go in for sound check?" Annica asks Erin and Linda 
"Yes!" Linda agrees happily. They both look at Erin who still looks a little unsure. She glances over at me. 
"Go!" | tell her laughing. "Take Pete with you if you want." 


lm gonna rent me one of those air conditioned bungalow tents they have down there and then | can do my job 
in style. Man, terrible job, watching 3 chicks in little bikinis on a beach in Rio! When are we going ladies?" Pete 
asks putting his arms around all three of them. 


"Wednesday. If you're lucky Pete we'll let you rub suntan lotion on our backs ok?" Annica teases. "Also, its a 


nude beach so you'll have plenty to look at." 


"Hot dog l'm ready gol” Pete says laughing which makes Erin giggle. Alan Niven comes out of the hotel lobby 
and into the arrival area with a pile of room keys. Axl and his crew are on their own floor above us. Izzy's 
room is next to mine, Duff is across the hall, Matt is next to him, and Pete is on the other side of my room 
with Jerry, another body guard. The bell hops have finally gotten the luggage sorted out with some help from 
Duff and me and we all head for the elevators. | spot Axl in the lobby ahead of us waiting for an elevator to 
come down. Erin is happily chattering away to Linda and Axl turns when he hears her voice. I'm hoping she 
doesn't notice only he doesn't turn back around, he just stares at her. He's already dating someone else, 
another model, Stephanie Seymour who wasn't in Rio with us but would be joining us later on the tour. Erin 
feels the eyes on her and looks up. When their eyes connect she freezes and all the blood drains from her 
face. Linda calmly turns her around, still talking and gives Axl the finger behind Erin's back. Nice. At least | 


know the girls will take care of Erin too. 


We finally make it upstairs and the rooms are beautiful. Everything's white and sage green and you can hear 
the ocean if you open the windows. Duff can probably see it on his side, fucker. | tip the bellboy and Erin 


starts digging through her suitcases. "Are we going out for breakfast Saul?" she asks me. 


If you want to, or we can order room service," | tell her. 


"Whatver you want to do," she says looking down and going back to her suitcase. | walk over next to her and 


pick up both of her hands and lean on the bed. 


"Hey, its' not whatever | want, it's whatever both of us agree on. If you want to do something tell me. What do 
you want to do Erin?" | ask her. She hesitates and | stroke the back of her hand with my thumb. 

‘| want to go out to breakfast," she says. "I want to go to the restaurant | saw off of the lobby that faces 
the beach." 

"Then that's where we'll go. Don't tell me it's whatever | want if you really want something. You don't ever 
have to do that ok?" She looks up at me and nods, a tiny smile playing over her lips. | lean down and kiss her 
softly. She smiles again and takes an outfit out of her suitcase and turns towards the bathroom. 


"ll be quick so you can shower too," she says. 

"Take your time," | tell her. 

"| would but | can hear your stomach growling Saull" she laughs. 
‘lm a guy, I'm always hungry!" | tell her shrugging. 


"I'll be quick," she says on her way across the room and then the bathroom door closes. | dig through my own 
suitcases and find some shorts and a t-shirt that says “Guitar God." | know | have nice sneakers in here 
somewhere, Erin got me a new pair and some hiking boots that are in one of these bags. Aha. Sneakers located. 
| find a razor and a baseball hat to keep my hair back; its hotter than hell outside. 

Erin comes out of the bathroom a few minutes later wrapped in a towel, brown hair dripping down her back. 
"Your turn," she says. | walk by her and playfully grab her towel. 

"I think I'm going to need this in there," | say tugging it off of her and putting my arms around her. She swats 


at me smiling as | run my hands up and over her breasts. 


"Get in there and take a shower so we can go and eat! Besides, you srvelll" she teases me. "And if you don't 


the two of us will end up in this room all day and not see anything on this trip!" 
‘Oh, I'm seeing plenty | like already "I tell her kissing the side of her face. 
"Saul." she growls exaggeratedly, Get. In. The . Shower! She giggles and pushes me back into the bathroom 


closing the door behind me. | laugh and turn the water on Its nice to be able to play around with her. I'm so 


glad | got her to smile. 


It\'s So Easy 


Erin's POV: 
| finally get Slash into the shower and throw a red sundress over my head before | head down the hall to 
Pete's room. | knock on his door and it opens and he's standing there holding a little white box. 


"Hey Tiny!" he says in greeting. Tiny is Pete's nickname for me; he gave it to me years ago when | was dating 
Axl. "I got that bracelet you wanted, here, take a look at it. | open the box and there's a black leather bracelet 
with silver studs in it around the words "Rock in Rio" branded into it and painted silver. Silver guitars cross 


each other near the clasp. 


"He'll love it!" | exlaim and Pete laughs. | had spotted one of the vendors outside selling them and had sent Pete 
back to get one for Slash while he was busy sorting out the luggage with Duff. "Thanks Pete!" | say and stand 
on my tip toes to kiss his cheek before bouncing back over to the doorway to my own room. 

"You're welcome. And Tiny," he says "its so nice to see you smile. That curly haired boy might be crazy but 
he's way crazy over you. Keep that one ok?" 


" Ok Pete," | laugh, "I'm trying, I'm really trying! 
"| don't think he's making it too hard on you," Pete teases. 


"He's not, he makes everything so easy.." | say dreamily and Pete rolls his eyes and laughs. | take the box and 
put it on top of Slash's pile of clothing that he put out on the bed. I'm putting on my makeup when he comes 
out of the bathroom and thinking about how it's nice not to have to slather on concealer to hide bruises. | see 
his face light up out of the corner of my eye when he sees the box. He's like a kid when it comes to presents, 


he loves them. 
"What's in the box?" he asks. 


"A present," | tell him. "If you don't like it you don't have to wear it," | quickly backpedal. He picks up the box 
and opens it pulling out the bracelet. | have a flash of Axl asking me why | would buy him such a cheap piece 
of shit and | close my eyes for a second. | look back at Saul who is smiling and has put the bracelet on his 
arm. 

"| love it!" he tells me. 

"People were selling them outside, | thought it looked like you and itll give you something to remind you of 
playing here and something to wear onstage and.." I'm rambling and | know it. 

‘Its perfect" he says taking my hands in his. " You're perfect. Thank you." He kisses me lightly and moves a 
strand of hair out of my face. I'm pretty sure my face has turned bright red from the compliment and every 
time he kisses me like that | want to melt. "Ready for breakfast he asks?" 

"You're welcome. | thought you would like it. Are you going to breakfast like that?" | ask indicating the towel 


around his waist. 


"I think the women of Rio would appreciate it don't you?" he says laughing. 


"In that case get dressed," | tease him. He just laughs lightly and moves to put his clothes on. He looks 
beautiful with his curly hair dripping down his back, no shirt on, muscles rippling, | just stare at him and 


wonder what in the world | did to deserve him. 


The Media Circus 


Erin and | spend the next two days traveling all over the city. We go to a snake farm and a zoo, we go 
shopping, we go with Matt and ride a cable car up to the statue of Jesus that overlooks the city. A camera 
crew goes with us up the mountain and | have to make them keep the camera on Matt. What they really want 
to know about is Erin and me and the last thing | need is for Axl to see us together on TV. That would really 
set him off. 


On Tuesday Erin goes to the pool with Linda and | go to do an interview but about 45 minutes after the girls 
leave Linda shows up in the doorway of the conference room where we're interviewing. She looks upset and she 
has her arm around a terrified looking Erin Pete is standing behind them Duff tells the camera guys to turn 
the cameras off. There are two guys interviewing us; one that we know from MTV and another from a 
Brazilian TV station The guy from the Brazilian station looks like he doesn't want to turn off the cameras. The 
other guy, who's met us before knows Duff isn't messing around. He motions for the cameras to shut down 
and both of them turn to stare at the two girls who are standing in the doorway wearing nothing but towels 
and bikinis. 


Duff and | both stand up and disentangle ourselves from the microphone cords on our shirts and stride across 
the room. "What happened?" Duff asks. | hold my arms out to Erin before anyone can answer and she slumps 
into them. 


"Axl sent her a drink," Linda says. 
"What?" | ask her. "Where'd you see him?" | look up at Pete. 


"We didn't see him," Linda says. "We were just laying in the sun and a waiter came over with a drink. He gave it 
to Erin and said "Mr. Rose sends his regards." He wasn't anywhere around though but he was obviously 
watching somewhere." 


"He wasn't at the pool, at least not where | could see him. | wouldn't have let him be there near her," Pete 
tells me at the same time that Linda is talking. Everyone is talking in a worried rush. | realize | have Erin in a 


vise grip and loosen my hold on her. 


‘Its not Pete's fault," Erin whispers. "Axl was watching me somewhere." The look in her eyes is that of a 
hunted animal. He did this just to creep her out. Fucker. Why does he get off on messing with her? He liked her 
good and terrified when they were together and he probably gets off on it even more now. Still trying to 
control her even though 


he can't get near her. 
"lim going to take her back upstairs ok?" Pete asks me. 


"Do you want to go back upstairs babygirl? Do you want me to come back upstairs with you?" | ask her. 


"Yes, but | know you need to finish. I'm fine, I'll be fine," she tells me. The press guys are staring at us. If | 
leave in the middle of this interview there will be stories flying everywhere. | don't give a fuck but Erin does. 
She hates being the subject of speculative public gossip. 


"ll be up in a little while then ok? Pete will take care of you. A sad smile plays across her lips and she nods. 


"Come to my room," Linda says. "Annica is upstairs somewhere too and she and Izzy went shopping yesterday. 
She has new clothes, we can go and look at them." 


"Ok," Erin says and | can feel her relax. Thank god Duff started dating this woman and that Erin likes her, she 
needs friends like Linda. 


"lll be up in a little while," | promise her and she nods. 
I'll see when you're done," she tells me. | look at Pete. 


"I got it man, don't worry," he says. Yeah. Don't worry, right. | don't worry that Axl is going to hurt Erin, he'll 
never get to her but that doesn't make the emotional damage to her any less which is why Axl did it in the 
first place. | squeeze Erin's hand and Pete escorts both Linda and Erin back into the hallway. | know he'll be 
hovering around like a watchful mother bear until | get back; ready to attack anything that messes with Erin. 


"That is seriously fucked up," Duff says when they're gone. "Why won't he just leave her alone?" 


"Because, then he wouldn't be in control, same reason he's late for shit all the time," | say to Duff who just 
shakes his head. We turn back to the guys from MTV who are practically salivating with questions. 


"Does he know how freaked out she is?" Duff asks me under his breath. 


"| don't know, probably. How can he not? He was married to her, he probably knows exactly what he's doing to 
her." I'm so angry but short of hunting Axl down and beating the shit out of him there's nothing | can really 
do. | wouldn't get near him anyway he has too many people around him. | don’t want to finish this interview, all 
| want to do is get out of here and get to Erin but its not going to happen. | take a deep breath and Duff and 
turn back to the guys who are interviewing us. The camera turns back on and we settle back down in our 


chairs. 


"So Slash," the guy from MTV says in his smarmy interviewer voice "the whole world wants to know about 


you and Erin Everly, tell us, is it serious between you?" 
"The whole world can fuck off,” | tell them. "I'm not answering any questions about Erin." 


"You know that's the biggest question out there right, people are dying to know how you and Axl are still in 
the same band and you're dating the woman who's technically still his wife right? Their divorce isn’t final.” 


That's true it isn't but that's not something I'm going to talk about either. | knew this interview was going to 
go here, every interview has since people started seeing Erin and | together. No one, not even Axl will answer 
any questions about it. Only people who actually know the band know what really happened between Axl and Erin 
and me. Even in the band itself the only person who really knows what happened is Izzy because he was with 
me when we found her tied up in their bedroom closet..shit | don't want to think about that..but | do and | feel 
a storm of emotions hit me; anger, sadness, and a terrible empty feeling that comes with not knowing what to 


do and hating that. | can't deal with this right now, | don't want to feel any of this! | feel like | cant breathe... 


"I need to use the bathroom, I'll be right back," | say to the reporters. Code for "I need to go shoot up." Duff 
shakes his head at me silently telling me not to do it but | have to. | hit the bathroom and | can't get the 
needle in my arm fast enough. | take the box out of my pocket that | hid in my cargo shorts this morning 
syringes already loaded. | tie my arm off and slide the needle into a vein on the underside of my arm so the 


reporters don't see it. 


A warm feeling rushes through my body a few seconds later and with an emotional numbness and | feel like 
I'm floating. No more sadness, no more discomfort, I'm not as angry and | can breathe again. Thank god for 
heroin, without it | think I'd be having a full blown panic attack. What was | going to do? | had been using more 
lately and | knew it wasn't going to be long before | was totally strung out again. Fuck, | don't care right now, | 
like my world a little fuzzy; especially when it gets uncomfortable. 


| walk back into the interview room smoking and sit down next to Duff who gives me a sideways look trying 
gauge how high | am and how differently I'll be answering questions on camera now. He raises his eyebrows at 
me and | just shrug. "So, have you enjoyed Rio since you've been here? Have you been to the beaches at all?" 
the interviewer asks us. Duff and | tell him about going to the snake farm and Duff rolls his eyes when | start 
talking about it in detail. 


"Did you have to ask him about snakes man?" he says laughing. 


"That can be the snake question of the day, the only one," | promise Duff laughing. The guy asks us if we're 
nervous about playing our first headlining gig in front of so many people and both of us cringe but try and 
shrug it off and laugh. Hell yeah we're nervous but excited! 


"So you brought your girlfriends on tour, is that the first time you've done that?" the MTV guy asks. 


"Yeah, it's the first time we've brought girls but it's great," answers Duff. They get along really well so it's 
nice for us, we can all hang around together and they have something to do when we have to work, somebody 
to talk to. You should go upstairs and see what they've done to the hallway. They're all like the same size or 
something and they have all of their dresses and shit hanging on racks in the hallway so they can all share 


stuff" 


"Yeah and they've all been shopping so now there's all this new stuff up there. They all got outfits for the 
show tonight. We haven't seen them though its a surprise or something," | tell the guy. 


"Yeah there's going to be a party tonight after the show, a big one so they'll get to show off whatever outfits 
they bought," Duff says laughing a little and taking a drag off of his cigarette. 


"What about Axl's new girlfriend Stephanie? Do the girls get along with her?" 
"I don't know, she's not here, she's meeting us in Europe," Duff says. 
"So they haven't met yet?" MTV guys asks. 


"No, they might know each other from modeling but they haven't been together around us so | don't know," 
Duff answers. "But Axl, he's got like his own separate floor, his own people, we don't ever really see him until 
the show now." 


"Why is that?" the guy wants to know. 


"Who knows, why does Axl do anything?" Duff says laughing and blowing smoke. "He takes himself really 
seriously. He's having trouble with his vocal cords sometimes too so he's got a doctor traveling with him for 


that and his brother and sister and | don't know who else." 


"Is it true that the band isn't talking to Axl because of something that happened with Ms. Everly and the firing 
of Steven Adler?" 


"Steven couldn't play. He couldn't play on the album and he couldn't play in practice and he was falling asleep all 


over the drums. It wasn't Axl's decision alone, it was a band decision," | tell guy. 
‘So what about Ms. Everly, what happened there?" 


"| told you | wasn't answering any questions about that," | say to the guy. Maybe he didn't understand me, | 


don't know how much English he speaks, he has a translator with him who tells him what my answer is. 


The guy says something back to him and the translator looks at me and says "We just saw you with her, 
you're not going to tell us anything about her?" The Brazilian guy hands the translator a folder and says 
something. "We have all these pictures from photographers who have been following the band around this 
week, all pictures of you and Ms. Everly. The photographer who took those sold them to MTV and Peole this 
morning for thousands of dollars," the translator tells me. He hands me the folder and | look at the photos. 
Erin and | holding hands in the cable car and talking, Erin and | kissing at the top of the mountain, me picking 
her up and swinging her around on our balcony; she has her head tipped back and is laughing. These are the 
first pictures I've seen of us together, she looks happy, we both look happy. My favorite one is a photo of the 
two of us waiting for the limo to pull up in front of the hotel the first morning we were here. She has on the 
red sundress she was wearing that day and her hair is falling down her back in soft curls. She's leaning against 
me and | have my arms around her and my chin is resting on the top of her head and I'm laughing at 
something. Her eyes are shining and a little smile is on her face. She's beautiful. The guy hands Duff a similar 


folder with pictures of him and Linda and one of Izzy and Arnica. 
"Can | have these?" | ask the translator still looking at Erin's face in the photos. He turns to ask the Brazilian 
interviewer. 


"He says yes and that the look on your face just gave away all of your feelings. 

Duff laughs. "He's right man, you've got it bad even just looking at photos of her." 

They ‘re right, | suck at hiding how | feel about her. It's not even that | want to but "Don't you think these 
pictures just rub it in Axl's face a little bit?" | ask. He will flip out, | know he will. | don't care but | don't need 


the hassle and neither does Erin. The Brazilian guy shrugs and looks at the MTV guy. 


"I didn't take them," MTV guy says. "I don't know, is there something to rub in his face? Obviously the two of 


you have a relationship, you and Ms. Everly?" 

"Look, obviously we have a relationship but | don't think talking about it would be right. Its not anybody's 
business," | tell the guy getting aggravated. I'm not Axl, | don't need to announce every relationship | have to 
the press. Especially not this one." 


"Why not this one?" MTV asks. 


‘Isn't that obvious?" Duff interjects. There's already enough problems in our band. The last thing we need is 


the press all over Slash dating Axl's soon to be ex-wife. It's uncomfortable you know? 

"Is Axl angry?" the Brazilian interviewer asks. 

"You'd have to ask him," | tell him. 

"You and Ms. Everly look very happy together in these photos, is that true?" the Brazilian translator asks. 

| look at Duff and sigh, giving in a little. | can't say no, | can't say no comment. If Erin reads that who knows 
what direction her mind will go off in. She's got enough issues with security and trust coming from Axl the 
past few years | don't want to give her any reason to have any with me. It's something | actually think about 
a lot- the fact that she trusts me. | glare at the guy who knows he's got me cornered. "Yes," | tell him. "We 
are happy together." 


"Would you say you're in love with her?" he asks. 


"Very much," | say quietly getting angrier by the second at these guys for finding a way to get these answers 
out of me. 


Duff sees that I'm getting upset. "You got your answer now drop it," Duff tells the interviewers. 


Thankfully they do. | have no doubt this will be all over magazine covers in the next few weeks. | can just see 


it now "Guns n Roses guitarist Slash In Love With Axl's Wife!" They'll say that too because they're not 
technically divorced yet. "Is Axl Jealous?" "Is Love the End of The Most Dangerous Band in the World?" So 
much bullshit. Axl will be furious. Whatever. Fuck him. 


Overload 


Duff 

These guys from MTV are fuckers. First they drag us through like IO questions about politics this morning 
that we refuse to answer and | finally have to cut them off. Then they get Slash good and worked up about 
his relationship with Erin and goes and gets high. Now they want to know about Steven and why he was fired. 
They circled around that before they hit Slash with all of the Erin/Axl shit and Slash did good job of answering 


it and relating it to Steven's drug use. Which is true it's all related to Steven's drug use. 


Its just related to Erin too and at first | thought they didn't know but apparently Steven's been talking. After | 
tell the guy to drop the subject of Erin and Slash after they basically back him into a corner about how he 
feels about her they change the subject to the new album. Then they circle back and say that they've talked 
with Steven and that during his drunken interview with them he let it slip that the real reason he got fired 
was because he almost killed Erin which almost killed Slash which almost killed Axl which left Izzy and | to deal 
with the fallout. They ask Slash if all of this is true and he turned absolutely white and left the room. | told 
the guy if he asked Slash anything else that didn't have to do with the new album and that might upset him | 
would kill him myself. Slash has been gone for about IO minutes now and I've been deflecting the questions but 
all of it's absolutely true; but its the kind of thing you would Steven would want to hide not advertise but | 
don't care about any of that l'm worried about Slash; he's been gone too long and the look on his face before 
he left tells me he went back down the hall to the bathroom to shoot up again He'd better be careful and not 
OD but as the minutes tick by | start to worry. 


| finally tell MTV guy | need to go and check on Slash that he's been gone for a while and | get up and go down 
the hall to the men's room. | push the door open and walk in followed by the MTV Brazil correspondant and his 
translator who just want to honestly have a bathroom break after a long interview thats still going on At 
first | think he's not here because it's so quiet but then | see a funy shadow in the handicapped stall and | 
realize Slash is slumped onto the floor the bathroom. Shit. | bolt across the bathroom and jerk on the door of 
the stall he's in. "Slash!" | yell. He doesn't answer. That's not good. | kick the door and manage to dislodge the 
flimsy lock and it swings open. Slash is slumped down on the floor with a little box in his hand. A little box | 
know is full of syringes. He's breathing which is good, it mean's he's just passed out and not completely dropped 
dead of an overdose. He's covered in vomit having thrown up on the floor. Fuck | pick him up and prop him up 
against me. "Slash! Slash! | shake him a little calling his name and trying to wake him up. | get a garbled 


response which means at least he is hearing me. 

The two MTV Brazil guys are standing there staring at me. "Get me some wet towels! | tell them, cold ones! 
Translator guy flies over to the sink telling the other guy what to do and they quickly bring back a bunch of 
cold paper towels. | squeeze some of the water onto Slash's face and smack him a couple of times. It works 
and he jerks awake, looks at me funny when he realizes I'm holding him and scrambles to sit up. 


"What the fuck?" he says 


"You passed out," | tell him. "Did you hit your head on anything?" 


| don't think so," he mumbles. | hear the door to the men's room swing open and the American MTV guy 
comes in to see what's taking us so long. 


"Are you guys ok?" he calls out. Nobody answers him and he walks over to check out the scene. | tell the two 
Brazilian guys to get him out of here and they keep him away. | pick up the box of syringes and shove them 
into my pocket and stand up. 


"Come on," | say bending over and pulling Slash up. "You need to go sleep this off” | haul him off of the floor 
and he falls against me. Now we're both covered in vomit. "It's a damn good thing you're my best friend man," 


| tell him. 


‘lm sorry," he says giggling. Oh great. Here we go, emotional overload, the fun part of overdosing. "Wait, | can't 
go upstairs like this, Erin can't see this," he says seeing himself stumble past the mirror. Now he's upset and 


starting to get teary eyed. Now that | know he's going to be ok its hard not to laugh at him. 


He stops at the sink and pulls his shirt over his head. | have to help him keep the vomit out of his hair and 
get the shirt off. | turn on the water and rinse out the shirt then do the same to mine. He leans against the 
wall and waits for me to hand him his shirt back. The 3 guys from MTV have gone back out in the hallway and 
my guess is they are out of here; not wanting to be blamed for Slash taking an overdose of smack. | open the 
door to make sure and Slash, not steady on his feet right now stumbles into me. | steady him and we wobble 
down the hallway to the elevators. When | get him up to our floor | walk him down the hallway to Izzy's room 
and pound on the door. Slash is practically asleep on his feet at this point and l'm holding him up. 


Izzy opens the door, takes one look at Slash and says "What the fuck? What did he do?" 


"Fucking MTV guys," | tell him. "This guy started asking him a bunch of shit about Erin and Steven and he went 


to the bathroom and got loaded." Slash slumps into me and l'm more or less holding him up. 
"Did he throw up or anything?" Izzy asks. 
"Yeah," | tell him. "All over his shirt” 


"He'll be ok then, he just needs to sleep it off probably but we need to sit with him to make sure he keeps 
breathing," Izzy says. He helps me walk Slash down the hall and bangs on the door to his room. Linda and Erin 
open the door and Erin sees Slash slumped between us and | see fear flash across her face. 


"He'll be ok," Izzy tells her, pulling Slash into the room. "He's just got to sleep for a while. Get some towels out 


of the bathroom to put under him, he tends to pee the bed when he's fucked up," Izzy says quietly to Erin. 


We get Slash settled in the bed on the towels stripping his pants and shoes off which are covered in vomit. He 
stays asleep, never waking up while this is happening. Izzy put s him on his side in case he throws up again and 
we all settle in to wait for him to wake up. 


"So what happened?" Erin asks me. 


"He got upset about some shit the MTV guys were asking him and he went to the bathroom. | found him in 
the stall on the floor in a puddle of vomit," | them. | got him to wake up and move out of the bathroom. He 
was awake until a minute ago actually and then he passed out again. 


"He's going to be ok, right Izzy? Erin asks, her voice quivering. 


"I think so," Izzy answers. " | told Duff, he's just going to have to sleep it off now but one of us is going to 
have to be with him all the time until he wakes up in case he stops breathing. | can tell Izzy's scared because 
his voice trails off and he's pacing around. Suddenly there's someone pounding on the door and we all look at 
each other wondering who in the hell would be at the door. Maybe Matt? | open the door and Axl pushes past 


me into the room. 


"Dude, what are you doing here?" Izzy asks as Axl, looking agitated blows into the room like a whirlwind. 
Pandemonium instantly breaks loose. Erin looks up in fright and slowly moves behind Izzy without saying 
anything never taking her eyes off of Axl. Axl tells her not to move, she freezes and suddenly Pete's barreling 
into the room shoving me out of the way and tackling Axl. Axl starts yelling at Pete to get off of him but 
Pete has Axl's arms twisted behind his back and is yelling too asking him what the fuck is he doing down here. 
Izzy and | look at each other over top of all this and start laughing. 


Its not funny," Axl yells, infuriated. "I fucking came down here because | heard my guitar player might be 
dead, that he'd OD'd and then this asshole jumps me! Don't you fucking work for me?" he yells at Pete. "You're 
fired!" 

"You can't fire him Axl," he works for Slash," Izzy says calmly. Pete hauls Axl to his feet. 


"Where is that bastard anyway?" Axl asks but then sees him on the bed, sleeping through all the pandemonium 
and he stops trying to get away from Pete. "Is he ok?" Axl asks and then Pete sees him too. 


"What the hell's wrong with Slash?" Pete asks at the same time. 


"He should be fine," Izzys says, "we're just going to have to wait for him to wake up. It could be a while, a long 


while." 
"What happened?" Pete asks. 


"Some asshole reporter asked too many questions he didn't want to answer," | tell him "so he decided shooting 
up twice would be a good idea. It wasn't." 


"Fuck." Pete says still looking at Slash worriedly. He remembers he's holding onto Axl when Axl tries to wrench 


away from him again. "You can't be here man," he says to Axl. 


"| can be wherever the fuck | want, Axl snarls at Pete. "Let go of me!" 
"No! get paid to keep you away from Tiny over there," Pete grunts struggling to hold onto Axl's writhing form. 


Linda pulls Erin towards the door. "We'll go back to mine and Duff's room," she says. "Duff you need to change 
your clothes. Leave Izzy and Crazy over here. Duff can come and referee them and wait for Slash to wake up 
after he gets some new clothes on" Erin starts to protest and Linda tells her point blank "Izzy and Duff are 
the only ones that can do him any good now, they know how to deal with this shit." Erin doesn't argue and | 


follow her out the door. 


My Friends are Idiots 


Author's Notes: 
Looks like people are reading this but does anyone except for my one reviewer like it? 


| wake up and my mouth is dry and my head is pounding. | notice Duff and Izzy passed out on my couch and 
the floor. What the hell are they doing in here? Where's Erin? What happened? The last thing | remember is 
being in the bathroom.. oh shit. The interview | was doing, the guy was asking about Steven and Erin and | went 
in the bathroom to shoot up because | was starting to panic thinking about it. | don't remember anything after 
that. Duff must have brought me back here. If he and Izzy are still here and it's the middle of the night then 
| have been out for almost lb hours which means | probably OD'd. Oh shit l'm in so much trouble. think and 
move my arms up to rub my eyes. | pick up a pillow and hurl it at Duff and Izzy hitting Izzy right in the head. 


"What the fuck?" Izzy groans. 

‘Izzy, get up!" | hiss at him. Izzy sits up and looks at me and reaches down to shake Duff and pull him from 
sleep. Duff opens his eyes and realizes where he is and sits up. Izzy comes over to the bed and turns on the 
light. That doesn't do anything for my pounding head and | groan pulling a pillow up and over my face. Izzy pulls 
the pillow off of me and looks me in the eye handing me a glass of water. | drain it. 

If you ever do anything like that again | will kill you myself when you wake up, if you don't manage to kill 
yourself first do you understand me? Duff says looking at me from beside Izzy. You scared the hell out of 
me, haven't we had enough of that in the past few months? 

"What did | do?" | ask them now putting my hands over my eyes since Izzy won't give me the pillow back. 
"You OD'd you idiot. Duff brought you back here with puke all over the both of you and passed out on your 
feet. He found you in the bathroom after you walked out in the middle of an interview with MTV yesterday! 
You can't go and try and kill yourself every time some reporter asks you about Erin or Steven!" Izzy 
practically yells at me. "I know it hurts man but you've got to learn how to deall" 

| sigh. "I'm sorry," | tell them. "Izzy can you please get that light out of my face!" | beg. 

"No," he says. "| need to see your eyes." 


| don't want to watch you die man," Duff says. "I've watched enough people die." 


"You scared the shit out of Erin tool" Izzy says pulling my hands off my eyes so he can look at them. "Your 
eyes aren't pinpointed anymore, that's good. Did you pee the bed?" 


"No," | answer him. "What the fuck man?" 
"You pee the bed all the time when you're fucked up," Izzy says. 
| do not," | say and smack out at him but he easily dodges me. He's pissing me off. 


"Not again ok?" Izzy's grabbed my wrist and is making me look at him. "You're all over TV now, those reporters 
went back and leaked that you'd nearly killed yourself and Axl's been down here asking about you. Pete football 
tackled him right here next to the bed and you missed the whole thing! He would have stayed down here too 
but, well, you know that's not a good idea. He might be out in the hall though. | know crap is weird between you 
but you two are going to have to get over it at some point because you're going to be on stage together 
almost every night so you're going to have to come to a compromise. He really did care, he was crying. He 
didn't want anyone to know it but | saw him. Don't ask me how you're going to do it I'm just saying we've got 
to figure out how to get along or at least be civil to each other. | don't want to lose any more friends either, 


not to this shit, ok?" Izzy stops ranting and shakes me when | don't answer him. "Ok Slash?!" 


"Ok," | tell him and grab the pillow back from him and use it to block the light again. Izzy stands up; stomping 
to the balcony and lighting up a cigarette. 


"How could you do that after Erin almost died a few months ago? You went through that, you know how 
scared you were, how could you do that to us? How could you do that to her?" Duff asks quietly staring at 
me from the bottom of the bed. 


‘lm sorry," | say looking at him. "I didn't mean to.. didn't mean to cause all of this..Where's Erin?" 

"She's really upset Saul, she's been a mess. On top of you she's had to deal with Axl being down here pacing 
around so she spent half the night mine and Linda's room half hysterical and then Linda finally got her to fall 
asleep by giving her two of her sleeping pills and just Jesus Christ it's been a mess!" Duff days shaking his 
head. 

| can't even say anything; | reach out and put my hand on Duff's arm in acknowledgement. | didn't mean to do 
any of this, what the hell is wrong with me? | could have died and left Erin alone, died before the first date on 
our tour, just died before I'm even thirty. 


"Did you say Pete football tackled Axl? | ask 


"That was Izzy but yeah. Axl came running in here and Pete chased him down and jumped on him. He was 


screaming like a bitch you would have loved it!" Duff laughs. 
‘Sorry | missed it," | tell him. Izzy comes back over by the bed. 


"You got puke all over Duff too," Izzy says so you might want to tell him your sorry for that. 


"This from the man who got his cum on my leg," | say shading my eyes and looking up at Izzy. Izzy smiles. 
"Hey, you learned how to fuck women from mel" Izzy protests. 


"No that was me," Duff says smacking Izzy in the back of the head. Duff shakes the bed when he stands up to 


smack Izzy causing new waves of pain to shoot through my head | cover my eyes and again and moan 
"Yes, you two, | learned so much from the two of you!" Now turn off that light before | kill you both! 
"We hear you did learn a few things." Duff says laughing 

"Yeah, we hear you learned everything you know from us," Izzy teases. 

"Not everything," Duff says "but at least some things’ 

"Great" | tell them. "I don't want to know" There's pounding on the door suddenly. 


"That would be Axl," Duff says. Izzy finally switches off the light in my face and Duff opens the door. More 
light hits my eyes from the hallway. Fuck! 


Axl bursts into the room. "I heard him talking, he's awake?" Axl asks. 

"Yeah, Izzy says handing a cigarette to Duff and Axl 

"| thought you were dead man," Axl says. "I thought was going to have to look for a new guitar player.” 
"Always nice to know where | stand man" | say to him 


"Hey, at least you didn't get jumped on by that goon Pete," Axl tells me. "He's sitting out in the hall staring at 
me, he's been there all fucking night!" 


"So | should pay him, is that what you're saying?" | ask him. 

"Yeah, you should pay him. Glad you're ok man" he says. 

"Thanks," | say. He turns around and strolls out of the room. Ok then 

"Ok, if you're not dead man we're going to bed ok? Izzy says. "You want Erin?" 
"Yeah, and Izz? 


"Huh?" 


"Can you take me to the bathroom before you leave so | don't pee the bed?" 

He and Duff laugh. "Sure fucker," he says and they both come over and pull me out of the bed shoving me 
more than helping me but not letting me fall towards the bathroom. | turn the water on and gulp down what 
feels like gallons of water. They throw me back on the bed both stopping to hug me before they turn to go. 
"Thanks for being my friend guys. Really, thanks, I'd be dead without you guys,’ | say quietly. 

"Yeah, you wouldn't be able to fuck half decently either! Izzy says laughing as he walks out the door. 


"Yeah, you owe us for showing you how to use your dick," Duff says on his way out. 


"Yeah, whatever fuckers," | tell them. What the fuck are they talking about? My friends are idiots but | love 
them. 


